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her. Her voice  was  full  of  feeling, and  her grey eyes
rested tenderly on the mother's face.
Pelagea took Sophia's hand in both of hers.
"Thank you," she said.
IV
A few days later the mother and Sophia appeared be-
fore Nikolai in the garb of poor townswomen. They were
wearing worn cotton dresses and jackets, had sacks on
their backs and staffs in their hands. Sophia looked short-
er in these clothes, and her pale face was graver than
ever.
Nikolai pressed his sister's hand tightly as he said good-
bye to her, and again the mother was impressed by the
calm simplicity of their relationship. They did not kiss
each other x>r use endearing terms, but they were always
deeply concerned about each other. Where she had lived,
people kept kissing and using endearing terms, but they
snapped at one another like hungry dogs.
The women silently made their way through the streets
of the town and out to the fields, walking side by side
down a wide uneven road between two roWs of old
birches.
"Wont't you get tired?" the mother said to Sophia.
"I've done a great deal of walking in my time. I'm
used to it."
Sophia began to speak gaily about her revolutionary
activities, as though she were recounting the pranks of
her childhood. She had lived under different names and
with false documents. She had disguised herself to hide
from spies, carried heavy bundles of illegal literature from
town to town, arranged escapes for comrades in exile, and
escorted them to cities abroad. Once she had housed a
secret print shop in her apartment, and when the gen-
darmes had found out and come to search the house, she
had just managed to disguise herself as a. chambermaid
and escape, passing the gendarmes at the gate. It had

